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HE bank clerk looked suspiciously at the 
tagged figure facing him across the counter 
of the Metropolis Trust Company 


The ‘costomer was obviously a hobo. His 
clothes were torn and dirty, his beard unkempt, 
and his skin tanned to à deep walnut by outdoor 
living. He had probably been living rough for 
years the bank clerk decided, his thin mse 
wrinkling with disgust. 


^ Nes 1" he asked, He could mot bring himself 
qo say sr What do vou want?" 


The hobo grinned, revealing stained and 
broken teeth. The clerk noticed that he had 
a grubby hilwinge beneath his greasy сар, 


“This is a stick-up, Mister," said the habe, 
pushing а cunvas bag over the counter, " Fill 
that with money." 


The audacity of the whole thing robbed the 
bank clerk of speech for a moment. His lower 
jaw shot downwards and his eyebrows shot 
upwards. 


He made no move to pick up the bag, * You 
must he mad 17 he said at last. His groping fingers 
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found the hidden alarm button beneath ¿ho 
coumer, He pressed ip. " We'll soon settle your 
nonsense!" he promised 


The hobo still grinned. Bui now there wus à 
gún dn his hand ^ Just fill up the bag—quick 1” 
he sald, as calmly as dl he was asking for potatoes. 


The bank clerk took the hag. He began to staff 
money into it. He did so as slowly as le dared, 
for he knew th would be only a matter of seconds 
before the hobo was under arrest. 


He caught sight of a police cur outside. The 
Test moment two brawny palrolmen were smeak- 
ing up behind the hold-up man. They pounced. 
The hobo seemed to shrug his shoulders—and 
the policemen were sprawling on the ground. 


The habe picked up the hag of money and 
turned. " All right, bows, Would you like to try 
a couple of shots ?" he said- 


The patrolmen hud already drawn their pistols. 
They fred, The hobo went on grinning, He 
turned bo the bank clerk, ^ You!" he said. “Go 
and get bold of Superman. Maybe he would like 
to try his lock at stopping me!” 


The trembling clerk began to stutter: * I—I— 
I don't know how to contact Superman." 


The hobo turned to the gaping policemen. 
“You know where Superman hangs out!" 


One of the patrolmen gulped and nodded. "T 
guess there's some reporter at the Pioner who 
knows how to get a message to Superman," he 
mumbled, 


“Then get him!” grinned the Hobo, turning 
to the bank clerk. “Let's see what the great 
Superman is made of 1" 


The trembling bank clerk made the phone call 
to the Metropolis daily paper. Within a few 
seconds he was talking to Clark Kent, The tall, 
bespectacled reporter listened with astonish- 
ment. Then he grabbed a pencil, made a hurried 
note and passed it to Lois Lane, the girl reporter 
who stood nearby. 


She sprang info action. Bursting into the 
editora office she waved the telephone message 
under Perry White's nose, 


He bounded from his chair, ^ Te this a hoax of 
some kind 1" he bellowed. 


"Could be, Chief," she said, "Nobody but 
à nut would rob a bank and then send for Super- 
min bo {ту and stop him E" 


"Get over to the bank right away, Lois!" 
snapped Perry White, “Tl get Clark Kent to 
follow you,” 


* Right, Chief!" she said as she tan from the 
office. 


The editor strode into the newsroom just as 
Clark Kent was putting down the phone, 


* Sounded genuine enough to me, Chief Y” said 
the reporter, in answer to the other's inquiring 
book. * Some scruffy hobo has held up the bank. 


Two patrolmen tried to stop him. They even fired 
at him with no effect-—or so the clerk says. And 
he wants to get hold of Superman. ..." 


* [ know, I know |" snapped Perry White, “ But 
how does he think we con contact Superman Y 
Look, I've sent Lois over to the bank. I want you 
to follow her. . - ГЇ hold page one Tor the story." 


Five minutes later Clark Kent was racing to 
the bank. About the same time Jimmy Oisen, 
ihe cub reporter on the Planer, was sneaking out 
af the office. He had overheard all that Clark said 
to the editor, And now he—Jimmy Ölsen—was 
about io summon the help of Superman! For 
on his wrist he wore a signal-wutch whose super- 
sonic signal, inaudible to human ears, could be 
picked up by Superman's super-hearing. . . . 


He sprinted down the back-stairs and into the 
eleuner's closet, &atishez that he was unobserved, 
he pressed the button on the watch that the Man 
of Steel had ance entrusted to him. ... 


The supersonk: signal reached the ears of 
Clark Kent as he parked his car behind the police 
patrol-car. For a moment he hesitated. He could 
dive inta the alley behind the bank and do his 
lightning change into Superman, Or he could 
walk into the bank as the newspaper reporter. . . . 


He made up his mind amd тап towards the 
bank. Mow that Perry White had ordered him 
to go to the bank, he could scarcely do otherwise 
without endangering his disguise. And Clark 
Kent, alias Superman, found his role as a 
reporter too valuable im the fight Against crime 
io risk losing it. 


The scene that met his eyes inside the building 
showed that the phone call was no hoax, The 
hobo stood by the counter, stuffing money into 
the canvas bag and grinning. The patrolmen lay 
in à corner, One of them nursed a broken arm. 


Lois was talking to the hobo. " You might as 
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well give up now," she said quietly. ^ You'll never 
get away with it." 


The hobo chuckled, ** If I wasn't sure of getting 
away with it, would I have sent for Super- 
man... Or maybe he won't come! Maybe he's 
scared |" 


Clark stepped to Lois's side. " I doubt that," 
he said. "It could be that Superman hasn't got 
your message." 


“Him! Yeah! Well, in that case, I shan't hang 
around," said the hobo. “1 he turns up later, 
tell him ГЇЇ be seeing him !* 


As the hobo strolled past them, Clark Kent 
grabbed the man by the shoulder. Again the 
hobo shrugged. The reporter went sprawling. His 
fall was a pretence. Yet as he lay there, the Man 
of Steel marellad at the super-=sirengih with 
which he had been shrugged aside, 


At that moment several police cars, their sirens 
screaming, screeched to a halt. outside. The hobo 
turned and grinned ul Lois, 


“Hey, reporter girl! Get your camera ready, 
hub! And watch carefully! Tm going to 
disappear !^ 


still grinning, the hobo began to mele from 
their view, Lt was unbelievable . . . astounding ! 
But it was true! For a few seconds the man's 
ragged outline became a shimmering aura. Tt 
lingered for about five seconds—long enough to 
halt the police reinforcements in their tracks as 
they rushed in. 


" Stop him |" yelled a burly sergeant. He raised 
his riot-gun and fired. They all saw the tracer- 
bullets pass right through the vague, vanishing 
Sulline. .. - 


An hour later tle screaming headlines of the 
Meropaliy Planet told the whole amazing story, 
There was even a picture by Lois Lane of the 
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vanishing bank robber. 


“Great stuff!" rumbled Perry White. He 
glanced up at Lois Lane. “J like the bit about 
Clark Kent trying to stop the hobo, and being 
hurled aside ,. . By the way, where is Kent?" 


"OR, he went home,” said the pretty brunette. 
“ He was a bit shaken up by the fall." 


As she left the editor's office a few moments 
Inter, Jimmy CHsen met her in the passage. 


* Hello, Jimmy! You're looking pretty glum !" 
she remarked, 


Не sighed. " I'm just kind of disappointed in 
Superman,” he said.“ He never turned up at the 
bin El 


Lois patted his shoulder, * Don't be too hard 
on him," she smiled. “ Pee no doubt that Super- 
man is going into action at this very moment. 
when he sees our headlines." 


Lois was right. The moment that Clark Kent 
had hurried from the Planer building, he had 
dived mto an alleyway. In à moment the mild- 
mannered reporter had secretly switched to 
Superman, the Man of Steel. 


As he rocketed into the sky, he thought: “lf 
I hadn't seen it for myself, I would not have 
believed it possible! There's not a moment to 
lose. This hobo is a super foe! With super powers 
such as he obviously possesses, he must. not be 
allowed to terrorize the city." 


Swiftly the powerful figure im blue shirt and 
tights sped over the tops of the crowded build- 
ings, his red cape streaming from his shoulders, 


* T have no idea where to start looking for an 
invisible man!” he mused. "I must depend on 
my super-sight and super-hearing to pick up any 
clues . .. Perhaps I had better try and locate the 
hideouts of some of the crooks in Metropolis." 


His many clashes with the Underworld had 
left him with a shrewd knowledge of hideouts. 
He swooped over a deserted junk yard. A 
murmur of voices reached him. 


= Aha!" he exclaimed, staring towards a rari 
shackle shed. * The Duke and his boys hatching 
up a warehouse robbery!” 


He dropped to the ground, With one hand he 
lifted a corner of the shed. " Hello, boys!" he 
said, 


Half à dozen tough, evil faces turned. Eyes 
popped with astonishment. 


" Yipes! Its Superman!" croaked one thug. 
Without thinking, he whipped out his gun and 
fired several shots at point-black range. The 
bullets merely bounced off the Man of Steel. 


= Naughty I" chided Superman. " Put the gun 
away and sit still," 


But the Duke himself, a thin-Taced man sitting 
at the table, sprang to his feet, " Run, boys," he 
velled. “ Split up! That's our only chance to gel 
away." 


The thugs began to run in different directions. 
Superman snatched up an old truck body, With 
his bare hands he fashioned it into a spoon. A 
lengih of steel rail became a long handle for the 


spoon, 


Balancing the huge spoon in his hands, Super- 
man shot inta the air and aped in pursuit of the 
Duke, But the wily pang-leader, secing the Man 
of Steel descending from the sky, dived into a 
maze of old car bodies. 


Superman grinned. No time te coax you out, 
Duke!" he called, Holding the end af à giant 
spoon, he scooped up all the junk in the area. 
Balancing it carefully, he headed for the river. 
The terrified gangster leader peered from the 
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windows af an old car into which he had crawled. 


"I've got to work fast!" said Superman as he 
landed on the docks. He lowered the spoon 
towards the oily water, " Okay, Duke! Are vou 
coming oul lo answer my question—or do I 
dump this lot into the river?” he called, 


From the bowl of the spoon a white handker- 
chief waved frantically. Superman set down the 
spoon on the dockside, Duke came from the 
scrap metal with his hands raised high. " Don't 
kill me, Superman!” he croaked. 


= И not you I'm after,” said the Man of Steel. 
“Tim trying te find the Hobo,” 


Duke's eyes widened. " You mean this guy 
whọ robbed the bank ond then melted away 
before everyone's eyes? Gee, Superman! He's 
no pal of mine, I know nobody who has ever 
heard of him.” 


Superman frowned, It was just as he had 
feared. The Hobo was unknown to the Under- 
world, He had apparently stumbled upon the 
source of his super powers, and had just begun 
to exploit them. 
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“ All right, Duke, I believe you,” said Super- 
man ^ But isn't it rise that‘ ence a hobo, always 
п hobo "^ 


The gangster chief nodded. “ Yeah, That's 
nghi, Superman." 


" Then in spite of his new wealth, he may still 
be using his old hobo haunts?" queried Super- 
man. 


Duke nodded eagerly. " Hey, that's right! You 
want me to take you round some of “em T” 


Superman nodded, The gangster chief began 
to stride olf importantly. * Leave it tà me, Super- 
пат. ЇЇ he’s in town, we'll find him... Come on! 
Let's find a taxi.” 


“Sol” said Superman, ^ There's no time . .. 
Youll have to Йу with me." 


He made n chair with the Hat of his powerful 
hand and held it aut. “Jump cn!" 


Duke swallowed and turned pale, “ 1—1—1 
dunno! -. Is okay for you! You're used to 
iL... but me... I" 


ЇЕ was à few moments before the gang leader 
could be persuaded to fy with Superman. And 
when they were speeding aver the city, he kept 
groaning: "Tt ain't possible! It amt natural | 
This is for the birds f" 


Guided by Duke, Superman seht out the 
dark and dingy corners of the neglected: sections 
of Metropolis, It was n strange und frightening 
world of shadows, peopled by tottering haboes, 
drawn together by their wreichedness: 


“Her! Who's this!" croaked one scarecrow, 
starting up from the filthy floor of the abandoned 
house as Superman sirode in. 


"I want the Hobo!" said the Man of Steel 
quietly, “I want the one who robbed the bank . . - 
Have any of your companion: been spending 
money freely recently?" 


There was utter silence. ^ Well 7" said Super- 
man. 


“We don't know nothing about the Hob," 
protested а gaunt, bearded man with red hair. 


Superman picked up а rusty crowbar resting 
against the wall. Idly be began to bend it between 
his fingers. The motley crew of down-and-outs 
watched him, fascinated. When he had finished, 
Superman had fashioned a sel af knucklesdusters 
for himself, He aimed an idle blow at the brick 
wall beside him and his hand went straight 
thraugh, 


A shiver of fear ran through the tramps. Then 
the red-haired one said: " All right, Superman. 
You win! We know the Hobo... His name is 
Charley Seghall . . . Used io be just an ordinary 
layabout, like the rest of us," 


* Yeah, that’s right, Superman!” joined in the 
scarecrow, ” And it all happened right here, when 
he changed... It was after he fell down those 
steps, see. Drunk he was... We picked him up 
and laid him here in the corner, and he was 


bleeding from the head." 


"Yes, groaning something. horrible," added 
another man. ^ But when he came to, he said he 
could hear voices im his head. He said the fall 
had put him on the wavelength of some alien 
spaceship floating in Outer Space." 


Superman nodded eagerly. “Well, go on! 
What did the aliens offer Charley 1 


The red-head stared. * How do you know they 
offered him something * .. Well, anywoy, they 
said he was bo keep giving them information 
that would guide them to Earth... Going to 
conquer us, | suppose," 


The scarecrow stamped his bare feet. ~“ Just 
what I said to Charley..." Charley " said,” You 
shouldn't have nothing to do with aliens; But 
he wouldn't listen, Because they offered to give 
him super powers—like you, Superman!” 


"Well. you seen what happened at the bank I” 
said ome of the hoboes. * He laid out them police- 
men, And when they fired at him the bullets just 
bounced olf—^ 


Superman grabbed’ the speaker by the 
shoulder. “Never mind that! T must find the 
Hobo right away, before he exploits his amazing 
new powers for real evil. Where can I find him +" 


The tramp shivered in the steel grip of the anti- 
crime crusader. * 1—1 think vou might find him 
im the Slop Bucket," he stuttered, 


Superman let him go. He whirled towards the 
waiting gang leader. ^ Can you take me to this- 
Slop Bucket, Duke?" he asked, 


The other grinned. “It's the name of a hole 
that the hoboes use. It's near de Commercial 
docks in the harbour," he said. 


With Duke balanced on his hand, Superman 
shot into the sky, Ir was growing dark now and 
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the lights of the harbour and its shipping were 
pricking out a strangely beautiful pattern beneath 
them as they shot downwards, 


“Slay here, Duke," said Superman, when the 
gang leader had pointed out the way to the Slop 
Bucket. 


He strode along beside à 山 snwe тай track, It 
ended on the edge of а shallow pit. Here, in a 
ramshackle building of crates and scraps of lino- 
km, Superman came face-to-face with his super 
fos, 


The Hobo was stretched on a broken couch, 
smoking a cigur ind drinking from a bottle. He 
was like some weird emperor, surrounded by a 
score of admiring tramps- 


"My friends, the aliens, tell me there's a lot of 
surprises in store," he was saying. But he broke 
of as he caught sight of the tall figure in the red 
cape. 


"Well well! Is Superman!" he cried, 
scrambling off the couch, * You took long enough 
ln show yourself, Man of Steel! What was it? 
Scared of me? Hey?” 


Superman sald quietly :^ Ne, , , Mor do Т wish 
you any harm, Hobo, But you must stop feeding 
information to the alien spaceship in exchange 
Гог these super powers!” 


The hobo laughed and hurled the stub of his 
curar nio Superman's face. “Dont make me 
laugh! You can’t scare me. l'm as strong as vou 
are... Want to try and find out?” 


Superman shrugged, ^ Very well. If that’s how 
you want i!" 


At the mention of a fight, the place became 
deserted, The Hobo strolled over to where a 
lampost stood, He plucked it from the ground, 

“Here! Try this for size!” he grinned, and 
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brought the post crashing down on Superman's 
head. 


The farce of the blow drove his feet into the 
ground up to the thighs. ” Um going to hammer 
you into the ground!" sneered the hobo. 


But Superman ducked below the wert thunder 
ous blow, He snatched up a length of the disused 
rail truck. With his bare hands he bent it around 
inta a boomerang. The Hobo was walking away 
in search of another weapon. Superman hurled 
the boomerang at his head. "Dom! go away, 
friend!” he exclaimed, 


The steel rail hit the other on the back of the 
head with an echoing * clang’, knocking off his 
greasy cap. 


The Hobo rubbed the sH and grinned over 
his shoulder. * Hey, that tickles!” he growled, 


He grabbed up a huge mobile crane standing 
om the dockade. He whirled it round his head sa 
that the steel cable whistled around Superman, 
lashing him from head-to-toe. As the cable coiled 
round and round his body Superman had an 


idea... ^ IF Let him get close, I might be able 
to get him im a hold that he can't break,” he 
houghi- 


The Hobo watched Superman struggling Lo 
break the steel cable. Then he put back his head 
und luughed. ^" Ha ha! I don't believe it! Who 
kl Superman was indestructible? Ha ha! Well, 
now Fm going to teach you a lesson!” 


Reaching down, the Hobo wrenched from the 
dockside a huge bollard, used for tying up ocean- 
going ships. He came close to the struggling 
crusades, 


"I never did like you, Superman 1° he growled, 
and fetched the bollard down kard. . . - 


But Superman was not there... He had broken 
the steel hawser with a quick movement, ond 
grabbed the Hobo in u crippling grip of steel. 


The earth shuddered under the impact of the 
two Titans. Cirunting and straining the Hobo 
sirve to break the grip. Desperately Superman 
held en. He shifted his Tooting, and pat more 
pressure on the Hobo... Gradually he realised 
that he was winning. The other was very, very 
slowly giving way beneath his grip. 


In desperation, the Hobo lashed out with his 
fool, He caught against п huge concrete block, 
sending it spinning into the air. Oui into the 
harbour it soared, to fall with a tremendous 
splash alongside a tanker, 


The stamping of their feel was nob only 
gouging a huge arena im the ground, but the 
tremor: were causing huge waves in the harbour, 


Superman knew that the contest must be ended 
apeedily, before the waves swept into the city 


streets... Summoning all his fabulous strength, 


he bore down on the bobo... - 


Down, down, down... until the ragged figure 
beneath him was Aut on the ground. Superman 








suw that the Hobo had closed his eyes. His super 
hearing enabled him to catch the words which 
the ragged man was whispering under his breath 

." Alien spaceship! Can you hear me? I need 
more strength... More strength to crush Super- 
man P” 


^ Well, is now or never!" thought Superman. 
"T must put the Hobo cout of action before he 
bargains for more fantastic power!” 


He released his held just long enough to swing 
his mighty fists and bring them down on the 
Hobo's head... „ 


The ragged tramp rolled over and lay still. 
Superman rose panting to his feet. He locked 
down sadly at ba opponent. “* Fm sorry I had 
lo do that," he said aloud. 


“But it was fantastic, Superman !" 
girl's voice, 


Came а 


He swung round to find Lom Lane, the girl 
reporter, approaching. Her eyes glowed with 
admiration, ^T saw the whole fight," she said, 
"Vou were marvellous ... But how did the Hobo 
pet the super sirength to fight you, and to make 
himself bullet-proof T” 


Quickly Superman taki her the whole story. 


Before he had finished, however, there was à 
groan fram the figure at their feet. 
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Superman knelt beside him, Lois bent down 
quickly. * He needs some water," she said, 


Superman hurried to fetch some [rom a nearby 
tap. Lais bathed the Hobo's face, and be opened 
his eves and groaned: 


“Oh! Oooh! My head! .. What happened '* 
Oh, wow I remember! I fell down the stairs in 
thal derelict house and banged my head... I 
don't remember nothing after that . , . What's 
been mong on T” 


He sared up at Lois, and then his eves Fell on 
the bue-clad figure beside her. “ Superman!” 
he exclaimed. " What—what are you doing 
here 7" 


Superman amiled. * Don't worry, my Friend," 
he said, " Lie still! You'll feel more ready for 
explanatbons after a few days in hospital.” 


He drew Lois aside. " Well, no more worries 
in that direction !" he smiled. " The blow on the 
head I gave him musi have restored him to 
normal... He's тиз longer on the wavelength of 
ihe alien spaceship... Will you ses that an 
ambulance is calle! for him? I must be off, 
There's another important job ta do!” 


He turned to go. But Lois caught his arm. 
"What is this important job T" she pleaded. 
"Can't I tell our readers where you're off to?" 


Superman launched himself into tle night sky, 
Bur his voice came back clearly to Lois as she 
watched him vanish towards the stars. “I'm 
taking a trip into Outer Space! Tve gor a few 
things to say to a certain alien spaceship about 
bribing a hobo with super powers . , . See you 
later, Lois!" 


She sighed as she walked away to phone for 
an ambulance. “eee, what a night! What a 
story !” she murmured, " Poor old Clark Kent! 
He'll kick himself when he hears that he missed 
The greatest contest of rhe century I 
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